Untitled by Truesdale, Pam
Amaranthus
Volume 1970 | Issue 1 Article 19
2-20-2013
Untitled
Pam Truesdale
Grand Valley State University
Follow this and additional works at: http://scholarworks.gvsu.edu/amaranthus
This Article is brought to you for free and open access by ScholarWorks@GVSU. It has been accepted for inclusion in Amaranthus by an authorized
administrator of ScholarWorks@GVSU. For more information, please contact scholarworks@gvsu.edu.
Recommended Citation
Truesdale, Pam (1970) "Untitled," Amaranthus: Vol. 1970: Iss. 1, Article 19.
Available at: http://scholarworks.gvsu.edu/amaranthus/vol1970/iss1/19
THE 

II 
:'\,'" ~ ~ 4'1> .(5:'­ *e 0-<:­
15 
there have been different days 
and different ways 
that separated the talking 
of two sea-strewn sailors. 
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'" :..y'\. S:..yl"o"V ::o'\:. i woke up with the song of life on my lips 
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OV- happiness poured from the seams of my soul
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.~e' ~e and my heart bubbled over like the froth 
",'Y '<.,: of the wind-sewn, wind-blown sea. 
:'\,0. i jumped to my feet,
,,..0 Don Fielding leaving my bed as wrinkled as an 
old woman's face 
and left to brave the gusty october 
indian Summer wind 
to find the singing of the street poet.ENFOLDING 
i could feel that it was going to be a good day, 
